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GEO. . BLAKE. Publisher.

Dyleans Gounty Monitor, i

FPURLIMHED WEEKLY BY

GRO.H. BLAKE,

BARTON, VT,

TERMS.—TWO DOLLARS PER YEAR
Strictty in advance 81.50. Subscribersliving out,
side of Orleans County must remit 10 cents extra for
postage. For convenience in remitting, we will
give credit for one year nnd four months for §2.00,to
subscribers in the connty, and one year amd three
or 82,00 to subscribers without the county, when
sent alriclly in adeance.

Mt =F ddvert sing mude known on 1\1‘i|“t'll‘
tion. Al cuts must have meggl haly.

Remit by P. 0. Money Order, Registered Leller, or
Draft.
when your ruhn:riph'oﬂ ecapires and see that your pay-

Wateh the label on your paper and molice

ments are kepl in advance. When money i3 gent ug
we shall give vow the eredil on the label at once, ©f Th
label is not advanced within two werks, notify us by
portal card.

BUSINESS DIRECTORY.

F. W. BALDWIN,
TTORNEY ATLAW AND SOLICITOR IN
Chuneery, Burton, Vt.

ARTON NATIONAL BANK. BUSINESS
15]]“,”'- from9, a. m., to 12, m. From 2 to 4, p.
Axony Davison, Pres't, 1L

i k. DEwey,

NITARLES GRAVES, Agent for Connecticut
Goneral Life Insuranee Co., Barton, Vi,

P. SHIELDS.
YARPENTER AND JOINER, BARTON, VT
(_J.-n.m-?:u-nun gunranteed in every respect, 143

C. F. PERCIVAL.
l' FALER IN FURNITURE, COFFINS AND
Cuskets, Barton, V.
J. A. PEARSON.
] ENTIST, BARTON, VI. OFFICE IN
Robinson's Block over Elils® store. Consultation
l'll" L L)
I, B. FREEMAN.
EALER IN BUTTER AND EGGE., WILL
_l)l.u at the market in Robinson's Block every
satnrday, und will take in goods every wet k duy ut
Highest living prices paid in Cush.

his house.
Barton, Vt

J. N. WEBSTER.

NIRE, LIFE, AND ACCIDENT INSURANCE
3 * Agent. None but sound, relidble compuanies
represented.  Correspondence by mail prowptly an-
awered. Burton, April 14,

_ A. C. PARKER,

A T POST-OFFICE, BARTON LANDING,VT.

LA Five and Accident Insursnee Agent,

COTTAGE HOUSE.

C. AUSTIN, NEWPORT, VT., PROPRIE-
J’\.h.r. This house is located on Muin Strect
pear Fleld's Block. Teéams run to meet
Good livery in connection with house,

trains,
1349

W. G. HANSCOM.

A UCTIONEER, ALWAYS READY TO AT-
LA tend sales on short notice. Merchandise made
& specialty. Shefield, Oct. 13, 1884,
MRS. C, C, STEVENS.

YRAYON PORTRAITURE. PHOTOGRAPHS

jund other pictures enlarged, either singly or in
Kronups, \\'nr'L guarianteed. Cull on her, or address
ut West Glover. 1342

DR. 0. A. BEMIS.
I_ll.’\lll-;iJl'A'l‘IIIs‘l'.t'l:.—\ FTSBURY, VT. OF-

fice hours : —7 to @ n. m., und 6 to @ p. m.

J. E. DWINELL.
ANUFACTURER AND DEALER IN FUR-
niture, coffins, caskets, carpets, room [\'.lllu.-r,
f 15-

A
ete,, Glover, Vt.

E. M. SHAW.
PUHYSICIAN AND SURGEON.
I Trasburgh, Vt.

J. C. CAMPBELL.
'l)[l‘i'?\'ll‘L\,\' AND SURGEON, ALBANY. VT
Oflice hours 7 to 9, n. m,, 12 to 2 and 7 to &, pm
Specialty made of treating disenses of the eye, eur,
throat and kKidneys. 14-35

G. W. ORNE.

{UCCESSOR TO A. F. BROCKWAY. DEAL.

hrr in elocks, watches, jewelry, and sllver ware.

Fine wateh repairing u specialty.
Barton Landing, Vit.

Rubber

BOOTS

—WITH —

DOUBLE THICK
BALL.

Ordinary Rabber Boots
always wear out first on
the ball. The CANDEE
Bootsaredouble tivick
on the ball, and give

DOUBLE WEAR.

Bost economicalrub.
ber Boot in the market,
Lasts longer than any
other boot, and the

PRICE NO HICHER.

14-35

SAGE & CO., BOSTON
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How Lost. How Restored!

Just publishied, a new edition of Dr. Colvewell’s
Celebrated Essay on the radical cure of Spermut-
orrhoen or Seminal Weakness, Tnvoluntary Seminal
Losses, Impotency, Mentul and Physical Incapaci-
ty, lmpediments to Muarriage, ete. @ also Consump-
tion, Epilepsy nud Fits, inducd by selfindulgence,
or sexoal extravagnnees, &c.

The celebrated author, in this admirable essay,
clearly demonstrates from a thirty years' snccessful
practice, that the alurming consequences of self-
abuse may be radically cured; pointing out a mode
of cire at once simple, certain, and effectual, by
menus of which every sufferer, no mntter what his
condition muy be, may cure himself cheaply, pri-
valely snd radically.

&g~ This Lecture should be in the hands of every
man in the Innd. J

Scent under seal in 4 plain envelope, to any ad-
dress, post-paid, en yreceipt of four centf or two
postage stamps. Address

THE CULVERWELL MEDICAL CO.,

41 Ann Sty New York., Post Office Box, 450.

E T gST&’EE’éHuEBﬁE
g Insane Fersons Restoreds
DR. KLINE'SGREAT

NERVE RESTORER

for all Bua1x & Nenvn Disgasgs, Only sure

curg Jur Fils, Epilcpey and Nearve Affections,
IxrFaLLinLE If taken us diregrod, No Fuls after
firetday’ smae, Treaise and $2 trial bottlefresto
Fit patients, they paying expressage. Sendseame,
P, O, and express address to D, KLINE, aaf
Arch 8t Philadelphia, Pa, See principaldrupgizts

Flies will not torture the baby if you muke free
fae of Dutcher’s Fiy Killer, and there will be no
=uch thing as & live Bed Bug if von use jhe Dead
I‘Jim:l:l Look next week and see how the baby killed
the Fly.

E. D. STAFFORD.
Carriage Painter.

Shop near the Grist Mill,

Over 0. F. RICE Carriage Shop

All work done in & workmanlike manner, an
warranfedagrepresentedor no charge,

Bringin your wngons,

Barton Landing, Dee.17th, 1884,

OW T0 MAKE MONE

‘o Saccess{al Salesmen pay ns higl as
2100 per month and expenses, Stealv
suployment guaranteed. 50 more wantedl,
Any live man can sucteed. 500 arres gp-
der cultivation. The most complete puck.-
ing grounds in the United States. Newest anil
choleest varieties of fruit u specialty. Sewd for
terms, stating age. Cpanues Il CHase, Nursery.
man; Rochester, N. Y. 35 49

_ROYAL B844I

ro-dasedyey PIASAT

Absolutely Pure.

Thispowdernever varics. A marvel of purity,
streneth and wholesomeness. More economieal
than the ordinary Kinds, and cannot be sold in
competition with the multitude of low test, short
weight, alum or phosphate powiders. Sold Only in
Cans. Royal Baking PowderCo,,100 Wall St., N.Y.

JAME

PYLE

A
. W)

me BEST THING KNOWN o
WASHING:»BLEACHING

IN HARD OR SOFT, HOT OR COLD WATER,

BAYVES LABOR, TIME and SOAP AMAZ-
!‘!\'Gl.\'_. and gives universal satisfaction.
Ro family, rich or poor should be without it.
Solll by all Grocers. BEWARE of imitations
well designed to mislead. PEARLINE is the
ONLY SAFE labor-saving compound, and
alwiys bears the above symbol, and name of
JAMES PYLE, NEW YORE

Is the name of our new decorated erockery.
Dont fail to see it. .

HANGING LAMPS.

Lot= of thewm, and prices low.

HARDWARE.

Table and Pocket

Cutlery, Powder.,

Shot and

Cartridges, Window

Glass and Putty.

TRY A BOTTLE OF OUR

PARLOR PRIDE STOVE POLISH

THE BEST THING YET.

HEADQUARTERS FOR STOVES.

H. T. SEAVER.

Barton, Oct. 26.

MOTHER HUBBARD.
SOAP.
No Wash Boiler !
No Steam ! No Odor!
Saves Fuel! Saves Labor!
Saves Time! Saves Money!

MADE BY :
Soap Co.. NEw YoORkK

- o 5 Jiwoo )-8 oy PU)?E' ]
{8 = FLAVORING EXTRACTS |

EXCEL ALL OTHERZ.
& THOS. WOOD & C0., BOSTOR,

i to his saffering fellows.

The Old Portrait.
“Homelv?" Well, perhaps she is;
But I never thought her so,
Apf it may be you wonldn't
If you had known her well, you know.

Yes, the eyes have lost their luster,
And the hair is gray, I know;

But the voice—ul! you never heard it—
It was always sweet and lo ..

The face may be full of wrinkles
And the hrow be marked by cares;

But when I look at those faded lips
I only think of their prayers.

I doubt if her hands were ever
As small and fuir as your own;

But I know at another’s failings
Thev would never cust a stone,

1 ean look through the eyes’ fuded lustre
To the loving heart within,

And can see beneath the withered face
The life of patient suffering.

And I think that the angels bending near,
When she knelt at night to pray,

Still kept their wateh for her dear sake
When they took her from earth away.

For oft when my feet were straying
From the paths that led aright,

ITas her tremulous voice in praying
Come back again to me at night.

So I eannot fee its homeliness,
Though sinee you spoke I've tried,

For every line of her sweet old face
My love has glorified

When Jack isTall and Twenty.

When Jack is tall and swenty,
We koow what Jack will do,
With girls so sweel and plenty,
He'll ingd him one to woo.
And =oon the lovers' twilight
Will heur a story told,
And Juck will die or fly sky high
For suke of hair of gold.
Hearken, Jack, and heed me—
Ponder what T say!
"Tis fools are =old for locks of gold,
For gold will turn to gray.

Bui Jack, if truth be spoken,
Is simple Jack no more ;
If gold his heart has broken,
"Tis scarce the gold of yore.
ITe wols of dower for danghters,
Not all in ringlets roll’d;
To beauty steeled, his heart will yield
To .-T:lll!]'!vl\ and minted .[fl=11|.
Hearken, Jack, and heed me,—
Ponder what T say!
If gold hath wing, as poets sing,,
Phen gold may Aeet bnape

When Juek goes forth a-woong,
I'f Juek hias heart or head,
And would not soon be rueing
The honr that saw him wed,
He will not Panee for ETaces,
Naor eripge for health to hold,
But strive and dare hy service fair
To win « heart of gold.,
Hearken, Jack, and heed me—
Ponder what I =ay!
The gear will fly, the bloom will die,
But love will lust for uye.

Washington was never known to run
after a street car.

A bald head is like a vacuum, because
there is no "air there.

A woman with pretty eyes can evoke
many languishing Ohs!

As Spain doesn’t seem inclined to hold
her Yap, Germany decided to hold it for
her.

Query for a yachtman: If a vessel can

sail before the wind why should she have |

to wait for the wind?

The pedesirian who was beaten in a
foot race by a colored man, said he was
““overtaken by darkness.”

When a miner has been eaten by a
arizzly, the Western people speak of him
as being admitted to the b'ar.

“By George!” said
other morning, “I have slept sixteen
bours. I went to bed at eight and got
up at eight.™

a Frenchman the

]

“Apgustos,” said Amelia, “how do oy-
sters get any air to breathe when their
shells are closed tight?” “Bi-valves,”
murmured Gus.

An ordinary woman's waist is thirty
inches around. An ordinary man’s arm
is abount thirty inches long. How acdmir-
able are thy works, O nature!

Railways are aristocratic. They teach
a man to know his own station and stop
there. They are eminently social, too,
being held together by many ties.

Almost every man knows more than
his father until he is forty years old.
Then he drops into the ranks of the ig-
norant and begins to take lessons.

A temperance editor, in drawing atten-
tion to an article against ardent spirits
in one of his papers, says, “For the ‘Ef-
fects of Intemperance’ see our inside.”

A Nantucket woman has had a wart
taken from her nose by the faith care. jIf
the faith eure can only keep on and make
a Nantucket woman handsome. it's a big
thing.

A Mr. Peterson has written a poem to
say that the more he sees of man the
more he likes his dog. Mr. Peterson has
evidently been taking a rear view of a
departing burglars pants.

A chip of the old block.—Moses Scha-
umburg was romping with his youngest
offspring the other day. In order to test
the child’s affection he asked : ““Schacob,
vich doesyou love most, me or your mud-
der?” “T loves you most by 25 per shent.”

“How fortunate I am in meeting a rain

bean in this storm,” said a young lady
who was canght in a shower the other

day, to her beau of promise who happen-
ed along with an umbrella. “And L”
said he gallantly, ‘‘am as much rejoiced
as the poor Laplander when he has
caught a rain dear.

““You are very late sending your even-
ing mail out,” said an editor to his daugh-

ter, when he came home ut two in the

morning, and met a timid, shrinking
the front door and
“Not at all,” answered the
thoughtful girl: ““Charles Henry is now

young man between

the gate.

a morning edition.”

A little girl asked her father one day
What
remained was ruefully inspected a mo-
“Do you know,
papa, how I can tell you are big without
“1 caunot say, was the
“I can tell by the bite you took
out of my apple,” was the crushing reply.

to taste a most delicions apple.
ment, when she asked:

looking at you?”
reply.

“Mother,” said little Ned one morning,
after having fallen out of bed, I think
I know why I fell ont of bed last night.
It was because I slept oo near where I
got in.” Musing a little while, as if in
doubt whether he had given the right ex-
planation, he added: ‘“No, that wasn’t
the reason: it was because I slept too
near where I fell ont.”

CONSUMPT ION CORED.

Anold physician, retired from practice, having

hud placed in his hands by an Eust India mission
ary the formala of a simple vegetable remedy
for the speedy and permanent cure of Consumption
Bronchitis, Cataryh, Asthma and sl throat and Lung
Affections, alse a pesitive and vadien) cure for Ner
vous Debility and all Nervous Complaints, after
huving tested its wonderful cusative powers in thou
sands of cuses, has felt it his daty te make it known

A Acusted by this motive
and woile<ive sereheve Wi su-Te “ing, T will senil
froe of eaargee, to ull who daire i, this recipe, in
Crepnin, Freach or Eng sl vizk 1 1} lirections for
provarine msl nsing.  Seat by oamil by addressing
with =tatmp, muuing this pa er. W A Noves, 149

Aunt Mittable’s Things.

The orange glow of the March twi-
light threw the leafless copses into
strong rtelief; the little brook had
burst its thick erust of ice, and sang
merrily under the velvet fringes of
the pussy-willows, and up from the
woods there came an indescribable
odor of spring. A red flag rolled up
and tied around its stick by a hemp
string, lay just inside the yard, when
Mrs. Grigson came in with the last
pail of water that she should ever
draw from that old well. She sighed
as she filled the squat copper kettle
and hung it over the fire.

““The auction sale is to be to-mor-
row,” said she, ‘*and I never was so
glad of anything in all my born days.
Sech a time as I’ve had cleanin’ up
and serubbin’ down and seourin’ and
polishin’! There ain’t a bone in my
body but aches.”

“It’s all time and trouble thrown
away,” sepulchrally observed Miss
Ketchum, who dropped in on her way
from the store; ‘‘the old traps won’t
sell for a sixpence apiece—you see
if they do.”

“But the things ain’t no nse to
me,” said Mrs. Grigson. ‘‘and I need
a little money so awful bad! As for
the poor luck I've had, right straight
through. there ain’t no caleulaun’ it.
Ef I was to tell you, Martha Ketch-
um, you wouldn't believe it. Even
down to my last gold dollar!”

“Eh?” said Miss Ketchum. Be-
ing of a melancholy turn, she liked
to hear sad recitals, although per-
sonally her sympathies were enlisted
on the Widow Grigson’s side.

“Why, it was last week,” said
Mrs. Grigson, in the level, complain-
ing tone that always reminded you
of the little brook down in the hol-
low, ‘“*brother Lyman left his little
Brazil monkey here overnight. He
was a calculatin’
Gartney’s little boy, John Henry.
And ef you'll believe me, the mis’a-
ble eritter swallered the gold dollar
I'd left on my bureau to pay the meat
peddler with, and dropped my silver
specs down the well.”

“La!" said Miss Ketchum.

“J seen lum champin’ it between
his jaws,” said Mrs. Grigson,
“and shake and squeeze
1 would, I couldn’t get it out of him !”
“Well, I never did!”” remarked
L the guest. '

It did seem

him as

as ef that was the
last straw that broke the camel’s
back,’’ sighed Mrs. Grigson. *‘Broth-
er Lyman he was dreadful consarned
about it, but he couldn’t do nothin’
for me. He offered to kill the mon-
key, but I knowed how disappointed
John Henry Gartney would be, and,
arter all, the critter had only acted
aceordin’ to its natur’ and they was
to pay brother Lyman a dollar and a
half for him. As
brother Lyman fished up with a long
pole with a crooked pin hitched on
to the end of 1t.
broke, but the frames is good yet.

for the specs,

mm ~ .
I'he glasses was

I'm calkilatin’ to get ’em mended
when—""
*Wonder the feather-

how much

bed Il go for!" said Miss Ketchum,
breaking in on the monotonons re-
frain.

“*There ain’t no tellin'.”” said Mrs.

Grigson. “*They're dreadful old.
Aunt Mittable she’d kep’ house for
forty year, and never had nothin’
new. I don’ts’pose an auction sale
will pay, but what else could I do
with all the old duds? ’Squire Dag-
gett wants possession of the place at
once, and—"
“Ain’t gwine to sell these ’ere
| plants, be ye?” said Miss Ketchum,
nodding towards a green-painted
stand in the corner.

“‘Brother Lyman thought they
might fetch a few cents, said Mrs.
Grigson. *““And the stand ounght to
be worth a quarter of a dollar. It
had a new coat of paint a year ago.
I give one J'rusalem cherry-tree to
Abigail Barton for helpin’ me to
clean out the old cupboards. She's
been dreadful neighborly, and she
wouldn’t take a penny for what she
did.”

“More fool she,” curtly observed
Miss Ketchum. “I'dlike that month-
ly rose with the striped blooms on it.”

It is pretty,”” said Mrs. Grigson,
ignoring the broad hint. “And I
guess it'll sell cheap. I'd like some
friend to have it, for the slip it grow-
ed from was give me by Grigson the
very first year we were married.”

And as she was not invited to stay
to tea, Miss Ketchum at last went
away, leaving Mrs. Grigson sitting
sorrowfully before the fire of discard-
ed barrel staves. ruinous packing
boxes, ancient chair legs and wood-
en stools which had absolutely re-
fused to be made capable of further
service. **Aunt Mittable”—which
name was a perversion of the good
old New England praenomen Mebita-
ble—had been all the mother she had
known, and it seemed lonesome
enough to hesitting there in the lone-
some house with Aunt Mittable tuck-
ed away in a corner of the frozen
church-vard. Her hushand was dead,
and her three little children were

to sell it to Mrs, |

some position on a sailing vessel
which plied between Boston and the
Azoves islands. There was a mort-
gage on the place which had swallow-
ed up all aspirations in the direction
of selling it, and Mrs. Grigson faint-
1y hoped that the auction sale might
help to pay the expenses of her old
aant’s burial. Otherwise she did not,
to use her own expression, ‘‘see her
way clear.”

Mis. Grigson was not a sentiment-
alist. A janitress in a public
school building, with forefinger
ronghened by the coarsest needle-
work, and mind narrowed down by
the daily tread-mill of the most
{ groveling ecares, has not much time

she sat there, drinking an infusion of
the weakest tea, and watching the
yeRow March moonlight lay the pat-
tern of the uncurtained window on
the floor, while the barrel staves
smouldered into carmine tinted ashes,
she could but remember the days
when she had hoped for a different
life.

] was a gal then,” thonght Mrs.
Grigson. *‘It didn’t seem as if there
was anything impossible. Well,
well, I s’pose most folks are disap-
p’inted jest as bad as I be, ef they
live long enough.”

And then the poor widow went to
bed to keep warm; and all night
long the yellow moonlight flooded
the solitary room where Aunt Mitta-
ble had died, and a solitary ecrick-
et on the hearthstone
where the red ashes had long since

sang

faded into white dust.

The morrow dawned wild, bright
and windy, as March mornings often
come rushing over the bleak Connec-
ticut The auctioneer ar-
rived in a one-horse buggy from the
village ; the assembled
from all points of the compass. For
in Feltville Four Corners people en-
tertained the same sentiment towards

hillerests.

neighbors

an auction sale as New Yorkers feel
| toward a private view of the Acade-
my of Design, or a flower show at the
Madison Miss

Ketechum was there in her best dyed

Square Garden.

shawl, and the bounet which the ir-
reverent youth of the neighhorhood
had christened **Old Plymonth Rock,”
from the fossilized appearance of its
feathers ; Squire Daggett drove down
in his family ecarry-all with the six
Misses Daggett. The parson and
the parson’s wife were there, punch-
ing bolsters and inspecting pillows,
and counting cups and saucers. A
man who was vaguely reported to be
an emisary from an old curiosity shop
in the city was prowling about with a
memorandum-book under
Everybody was there, even down to
the village fool, who had been allow-
ed to come with his grandmother,
under solemn promise of **not speak-
ing a word the whole time.” In

his arm.

her
special corner Abigail Barton was
whispering to a knot of eager women
with much excited gesticulation, and
close by the high wooden mantel sat
poor Mrs. Grigson in her hest gown,
trembling a little. she scarcely knew
why.

“*Aunt Mittable was always par-
tial to auction vendoos,” said she to
i (1

ought to be here.”

herself. does seem as ef she'd

And she thought of the lonely
grave under last year's weedy mul-
lein stalks in the neglected corner of
the church-yard, and sighed.

“I'll set
soon as the spring fairly opens,”
mused she. *“*Aunt Mittable always
liked flowers.”

And the crowd Abigail
Barton increased, and a sort of in-
tangible thrill went through the rooms
like an electric current.

“Is anything wrong ?”" Mrs. Grig-
son asked nervously. ‘‘Hev they
heard any news?”’

¢ seen it myself,”” she could hear
Abigail saying ; “I've got it to hum
in my pocketbook. I've always heard
that she was queer, and I shouldn’t
wonder if that was the way she'd
hoarded up.”

Mrs. Grigson vose to join the
group ; but just then the auctioneer’s
voice drowned all else in its high,
sing-song drone : **Now, then, ladies
and gentlemen, if you please,” and
the sale began 1n good earnest.

The breadths of well-worn rag car-
pet brought a pitiful sum, but the
four hair-cloth ‘‘cheers” in the best
parlor, and a certain uncompromis-
ing sofa of the same slippery materi-
al, reahized twenty dollars, and the
wooden clock was bid up to six dol-
lars and a half by Squwe Daggett

himself.
“He can’t know that the machmn-

ery’'s clear worn out, and it haint
struck in six months,” said Mrs.
Grigson. **I don't know but it's my
dnty to tell him.”

“*Hold your tongue, Naomi,” whis-
pered brother Lymsan, who, with s
hands in his pockets, was flattened
up against the wall. I guess all
the neighbors hereabouts know as
much about Aunt Mittable’s clock as
you do.”

“Eight dollars for the old feather-
bed! Folks must be Crazy " aaid

a rose o' Sharon there as

around

for that sort of indulgence; but as

! dollar boried in the

struggling up in the world as best
they could. She hdd had a position
as janitress in a public school, but |
she had lost it when she came to Mul- |
lien farm to nurse Aunt Mittable in |
her last illness ; and now she scaree-
ly knew which way toturn.  Brother
Lymau, her ouly living relative, was

Power's Block, Rochester, N.Y. noveowly

Mrs. Grigson. ««And a dollar apiece
for them worn-out hed-quilts ! Is the
world & comin’ to an end?”’

But when 1119& came to the stand
Mrs. Grigson’s

of house plants.

amazement reached its culmiﬂﬂtingl

point. The striped monthly rose

inelination te bloom. ran up to five;
a myrtle-tree  ascended the secale,
and was finally knocked down at ten
and a half; an oleander was bid up
to three ; half a dozen spindling fish-
geraniums varied from fifty cents to
a dollar each, and ten callas and a
sickly earnation were hought hy Miss
Dora Daggett at seventy-five cents
each; and the surplusage of pallid
primroses and cactus monstrosities
was lumped at a dollar to Mr. Tows,
whose door-yard was laid ount in ecar-
rots and parsnips, and who did not
know a pokeberry bush from a holly
bush.

“Be folks mad?” said breathless
Mrs. Grigson.

The proceeds of the flower stand
amounted to eighteen dollars, and
the purchasers eagerly seized their
property and carried it off, as if un-
willing to let it ont of their sight, and
the sale went briskly on.

“Well, Naomi,” said brother Ly-
man, chuckling, when the **vendoo™
wus over, ‘*how much did you ex-
peck to git for Aunt Mittable’s
things 7’

“I did hope for fifty dollars, all
told,” said Mrs. Grigson. *‘But
Miss Ketchum said I was a fool for
calkilatin’ on any sech sum.”’

“*What d’ye say to two hundred?”
said brother Lyman gleefally.

“What!” shrieked Mrs. Grigsen.
“Lyman, you're a-pokin’ fun at me.”

“No, I ain’t,”” cheerfully spoke
up brother Lyman. *It's two hun-
dred and fifteen dollars and eighty-
eight cents; that’'s what it is! Oh,
ef ye’d only seen the women-folks a
carryin’ ount Aunt Mittable’s house-
plant: nugged up close to ’em, like
they was little babies !”

Brother Lyman stopped to shake
all over with a spsecies of inandible
laughter which convulsed him as tho’
he was a wold of jelly.

*“T'wo hundred and fifteen dollars !”
gasped Mrs. Grigson. *“It'slike a
dream.”

The
bills
hardened hands.

i |
said he.

‘*Arve you sure there ain’t no mis-
take 7’ said Mis. Grigson.

**Quite sure, ma’am.”’

“Well, I don’t nohow understand
it,”* said the widow, slowly shaking
her head. ¢*P'raps, Mr. Puifield,
you can explain it to me?”

The
winked one eye solemnly, and twirl-
ed his quill pen backward and for-
ward.

**No one here?” said he.

anctioneer counted out the

into the good woman’s toil-

congratulate you, ma'am.”

auctioneer looked around,

**Not a soul,” declared brother Ly-
man,

“*Everybody gone ?”’

““Yes, everybody.”

“Then look said the auc-
tioneer. ¢TI cculdn’t help catchin’ a
word now and then ; and it want no
busines=s of mine to intefere.””

in] understand.” said Mrs.
Grigson, more hewildered than ever.

here,””

don’t

“Don’t ye, now? Well, less see if
I can’t make it clear t'ye,”” said Mr.
Pulfield.
a whisperin® to Deacom Plimpton’s
widow how’t she found a little gold

“* Ahigail Barton, she was

earth to a flower
pot that held a J'rusalem cherry-tice
you give her; and it went from one
to another like wild-fire. Oh, yes,
Mrs. Grigson, your Aunt Mittable
was a good woman, but awful queer.
And every man. woman and child
will be rippin’ open feather-beds,
diggin' up bouse-plants, and pokin’
into cheer seats and bureau drawers
for hidden treasure. See?"”

“You don’t s’pose—"" eried Mrs.
Grigson.

““Yes, I do s’pose,” said the auc-
tioneer. “If folks will be fools,
there ain’t no way of preventin’ 'em
I knowed of. And I wish
‘em good luck findin’ what your aunt
Mittable has hid there.”

“Well, I declare
Grigson.

“Your things hev sold very well,
ma’am,” said Mr. Pulfield, buttoning
up kis coat. *“I don’t know when
we've had such a successful auetion
sale in the neighborhood.”

Mrs. Grigson went back to the city
feeling richer than any capitalist.
And not until the train was running
into the New Haven depot did she
start from her seat in the corner of
the ear. ‘It was the monkey,” she
said, speaking aloud in the sudden
enlightenment of her soul—**brother
Lyman's monkey! And there was

me, poor, simple critter, a repinin’
agin the mischief he had done!”

The other passengers starved dubi-
ously at her, wondering if they had
come all the way from Feltville Four
Corpers with a crazy woman. An
old woman took up a basket and a
shawl-strap and went to the other
end of the car.

But they need not have been alarm-
ed. Mrs. Grigson was not crazy.

“Pa,” said Johnny Caution, *‘do
you remember that poem about ‘A
Chieftain to the Highlands Bound,’
telling the sculler to bump hisself be-
cause he'd come the Charlie Ross act
on some old duffer and stole his gal 7"
“*Your description is very inelegant,
John, but I recall the verses you
speak of.” *“*Well. T'll gu you one
that the girl’s name was Juliet.”
“Why?” “’Cause the feller with
her said he’d put up dross if the fer-
ryboat man would ‘Ro-me-o' the wa-
ter.”

as ever

L ER

said Mrs.

Acute rheumatism = an  inflammution of the
joints, marked by pain, heat and redness. With

, these symptoms apply Salvation Oil, the great pain
bronght a doliar; a stumpy old lem- |

poorer than herself—a good-uatured, “on bush in a green tub, which had
empty-pocketed man, who occupied : never heen suspected of the faintest | easily be cured with Dr. Bull’s Cough Syrup,

enre ut once.  Price 25 cents a bottle.
Nothing tries the patience of a man maore thau to
listen to » hacking cough, which he knows could

- had was well worn.

BELEAGUERED CHATTA-
NOOGA.

From General Grant’s paper, in
the November Century, deseribing
the campaign and battle of Chatia-
nooga, we quote the following ac-
count of the condition of the supplies
that reached the beseiged eity: “All
supplies for Rosecrans had to be
brought from Nashville. The rail-
road between this base and the army
was m possession of the government
up to Bridgeport, the point at which
the road crosses to the south side of
the Tennessee River; but Bragg,
holding Lookout and Raecoon moun-
tans of Chattanooga, com-
and

wesl
maunded the railroad, the river,
the shortest and the best wagon
roads both south and north of the
Tennessee, between Chattanooga
and Bridgeport. The distanee be-
tween these two places is but twenty-
six miles by rail ; but owing to this
position of Bragg all snpplies for
Rosecrans had to be hauled by a eir-
cuitous route, north of the river, and
over a mountainous country, increas-
ing the distance to over sixty miles.
This country afforded but little food
for his annimals, pear ten thousand
of which had already starved, and
none were left to draw a single piece
of artillery or even the ambulances
to convey the sick. The men had
been on half rations of hard bread
for a considerable time, but
few other supplies, except beef driv-
en from Nashville across the country.
The region along the road became so
exhausted of food for the cattle that
by the time they reached Chatta-
nooga they were much in the condi-
animals left alive
therc, ‘on the lift.” Indeed, tie
beef was so poor that the soldiers
were in the habit of saying,

with

tion of the few

with a
faint facetiousness, that they were
living on half rations of hard bread
and *beef dried on the hoof.” Noth-
ing could he transporied but food,
and the troops were without sufficient
shoes or other clothing suitable for
the advancing season. What they
The fuel within
the federal lines was exhausted, even
to the stumps of trees. There
no teams to draw it from the oppo-
site bank. where it was abundant.
The only means for supplying fuel,
for some time bhefore my arrival, had
been to cut trees north
bank of the river, at a considerable
distance up the stream, form rafts of
it, and float it down with the cur-
rent, effecting a landing on the south
side, within onr lines, by the use of
paddles or poles. It would then be
carried on the shoulders of the men
to their camps.”

were

from the

A TURNIP STORY.

A farmer was ounce told that his
turnip field had been robbed, and
that the robbery had been committed
by a poor, inoffensive man, by the
name of Palmer, who many of the
people in the village said had taken
away a wagon-load of turnips.

Farmer Brown much exasperated
hy the loss of his turnips, determin-
ed to prosecute poor Palmer with all
With
intention he went to Mollie Sanders,
had
busy spreading the report, to know
the whole truth ; but Mollie denied
ever having said anything about a
wagon-load of turmips.
a cartload that Palmer. had taken,
and Dame Hodson, the huckster, had
told her so over and over again.

The farmer, hearing this, weut to
Dame Hodson. who said that Molly

the severity of the law. i~

the washerwoman., who been

It was but

Sanders was always making things
out worse than they really were, that
Palmer had taken only a wheel-bar-
row load of turnips, and that she had
her account from Jenkins, the tailor.

Away went the farmer to Jenkins,
the tailor, who stoutly denied the ae-
count altogether; he had only told
Dame Hodson that Palmer had pulled
up several turnips, but how many he
counld not tell, for that he did not see
himself, but was told it by Tom
Slack, the plowman.

Wondering where this would end,
Farmer Brown next questioned Tom
Slack, who, in turn, declared he had
never said a word about seeing Palm-
er pull up several turnips; he only
said that he had heard say that Palm-
er had pulled up a turnip, and Barnes,
the barber, was the one that told him
about it.

The farmer almost out of patience
at this account, hurried on to Barnes,
the barber, who wondered much that
people should find pleasure in spread-
ing idle tales which have no truth!
He assured the farmer all he had
said about the matter, while he took
off the beard of Tom Slack, was that,
for all he knew, Palmer was as like-
ly a man to pull up a turnip as any
of his neighbors.

I never did take much stock in
that story about fish being such fine
brain food,” inadvertently remarked
Smith, ‘“and I take less stock in it
than ever now that I have lived off
little else some time past. [ think
I'll quit them.” I wouldn’t if I
were you, old boy,” feelingly remark-
ed Smithers; “‘you see the fish in or-
der to improve the brain must have

something to work upon. They can’t
create the thing.” And then Smith
said that Smithers talke® for all the
world like bis wife.

“No one not troubled, is sware of the peculipe
pains, anguish of mind and forebodings of death
one suffers who hus Heart Disogse’ writes Rev. W
H, Long, Clay City, Ind. “Dr, Graves' Ieart
Regulator cured me.” §1.00 at druggists. Free
pamphlet of F. F. Ingalls, Cambridge, Mass.
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TESTING A MAN'S COURAGE.

It is the bhattlefield
man’s courage.

which tests a
A regiment is in
line on the edge of a wood. Half a
mile away 1s another wood. Between
the two is a meadow hare of the
slightest shelter. The regiment is
ordered to advance. As the line
moves out into the clear sunlight
every man will reason to himself :

*“The enemy is posted in the op-
posite timber. Before are half
way over he will open on us with
shell. One battery will cover our
regimental front. This is my last
day "

So exeh man reasons, but every
face is sternly set to a **front,”” and
not a fool misses step as the line
pushes across the meadow. The
shells come, and dozens of men are
blown to gory fragments, but the
line moves on as before, and the

we

living reason :

““The fire will presently change
from shell to grape and canister,
and then I shall certainly be hit!”

The prediction is verified. Gaps
are opened through the double line,
but only to be closed again. The
regiment has lost its marching step,
and its lines are no longer perfect,
but the movement is still onward,
and men reason :

" “The infantry are in support of
the battery. I have escaped shell
and grape, but when we come under
the fire of the musketry we shall be
slanghtered !”

There is wpo hanging back, no
obliquing to right ov left, no other
thought than to push ahead. The
grape and lead takes the
place of iron. The lines are further
disordered, and the left wing has
lost its **front”” by thirty feet, but
As it rolls
forward wen grip their muskets tight-
er, their eyes flash, their teeth shut
hard, and they reason:
minute more we shall be
Then we will charge

ceases,

the wave does not stop.

“In a
near enough !
'em with the bayounet! Then will be
a hand-to-haud fight, and 1 suorely
must be killed or wounded, but let us
at them—hurrah ! hurrah I

INVITATIONS THAT MEAN
NOTHING.

The writer had been entertained
for the first time at the house of a
certain hospitable old gentleman, and
both were sitting, with half an hour
to wait the arrival of the carriage in
which the host proposed to take the
guest to the railway station, when
the former said : ‘I want to have you
be sure to come and see me again,
and if you don’t have any business
calls this way, come without them.”
He then added apologetically: I
suppose I ought to have said this
when bidding you good-by at the sta-
tion, but I like to say things when 1
think of them.” There was a charm-
ing naturalness in the old man’s in-
vitation and a wlole-souled hospital-
ity not to be misunderstood. They
almost lost if the
heen

would have been

invitation had reserved for a
last net of formality, as many as are
in the habit of doing. One may be

very little

stock in **come and see me again,”’

justifiedd in taking bul
when accompanied by a **good-by.””
Though a suitable feeling may stand
invitation in such case,
yet it is not to be compared to the
certainty that exists in the less for-
mal mode. If one is staying at a

behind the

friend’s house for a portion of a day
and is about to leave before meal
time, he must not think of accepling
an invitation to remain for the meal
when 1t is made at the time of de-
parture, the guest, perhaps, with hat
in hand. The host could not say in
plainer language: ‘‘Stay and dine
with me; I do not expect you will
and rather hope you will not, though
you have a license to force yourself
upon > Yet how many people
are there who issue their invitations
in just this formal way, as if to get
the credit of hospitality without con-
ferring it upon any one.

me.’

A Hint 1o THE Boys.—I stood in
a store the other day when a boy
came in and applied for a situation.
“Can you wrte a good hand?”’
was asked.

““Yaas.”

“Good at figures?”’

“Yaas.”

“That will do—I don’t want you,”
said the merchant.

“But,” I said, when the boy had
gone, **I know that lad to be an
honest, industrious boy. Why don’t
you give him a chance?”’

“‘Because he hasn't learned to say
¢Yes, sir,” and ‘No, sir.” If he an-
swers me as he did when applying
for a situation, how will he answer
customers after being here a month 7’
What could I say to that? He had
fallen into a habit, young as he was,
which torned him away from the
first situation he had ever applied
for.

For twenty-five cents you can buy a pound pack-
age of the celebrated Day's Horse Powder.

To ignore the warnings of an upproaching bilious
attack is highly imprudent. Use Dr. Ball’s Balti-
more Pills when the first symptoms sppear. 25 cts.
All bubies are diminuitive Ciesars, but they need
Dr. Bull’s Baby Syrup for colic, flatulence, &e.

Stories heard at mother’s kunee are
never whoily forgotten. Thney form
a little spring that never quite dries
up in our journey thiough scorching
years.

Scrofula, salt rheam, all humors, boils, pimples
and diseases of the blood, general debility, dyspep-
sin, biliousness, sick headuche, kiduey and liver
complaints, catarrh and rhenmutism, are cured by
Hood's Sarseparilla, Tuke it now. 100 doses Une
Doliar.




